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THERE is no doubt about the success of My 
Friend the Prince, at the Garrick. Mr. Justin 
Huntly McCarthy’s adaptation from the 
American My Friend from India is an admir- 
able bit of work, with a suggestion of The 
Prisoner of Zenda about it, though it bas 
nothing at all in common with that play 
except a mock Prince, and a Prince who dis- 
guises himself as an English gentleman for 
love of a pretty French actress. He is not 
mre. 9% Prince of Ruritania this time, but Pannonia, 
which I have reason to believe closely borders upon the country 
discovered by Mr. Anthony Hope, and described in his now cele- 
brated Geography. 
_It all happens in this way. Old Jannaway is a self-made mil- 
lionaire, with a palace in Park Lane, and a burning desire to be on 
the visiting list of the aristocracy. He reads in the papers that 
the Prince of Pannonia has mysteriously disappeared, and thaé 
nobody knows where this great personage has vanished, conse- 
quently when his racketty young son, Pink Jannaway, who has 
been last night to a fancy dress ball at Covent Garden, and, being 
very tipsy, has brought a stranger home with him, the stranger 
being dressed in the uniform of a Pannonian Hussar—when Pink 
introduces the Unknown as the Missing Prince, the tuft-hunting 
old parvenu not only forgives him for his spendthrift prodigality 
and misconduct generally—but welcomes the stranger with open 
arms, for he thinks that now he will have the English aristocracy 
at his feet. Unfortunately, however, it is not the Prince at all, 
but a gentlemanly adventurer, Peto Godolphin, who has hit upon 
this method of getting Pink out of a scrape. 
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The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent mm. 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


Meanwhile the real Prince comes upon the scene in* strict 
incognito as Mr. Smith. In spite of the fact that he is already 
very much married, he has fallen in love—he is always making 
slips of this sort—with Mlle Gilberte Picarde, a charming little 
French actress, whom he has followed from Paris and Vienna, and 
on whom he presses his suit, and will not listen to her very decided 
refusal of his “friendship.” Now, Gilberte is in love with 
Pink, is a bosom friend of Pink’s charming sisters, to whom, also, 
she teaches dancing. Consequently, knowing this, the real Prince 
presents himself to old Jannaway as a candidate for the post of 
private secretary, which the old man has advertised as being 
vacant, and is delighted when Jannaway engages him, for he will 
now be able to see Gilberte every day. 

The complications that ensue are very bright indeed. Pink, 
afraid that he has foisted a ‘wrong 'un”’ on his father, persuades 
a silly little friend of his also to disguise himself as the Prince, 
with the idea that he shall present himself at the house and 
frighten os away. To all the excitement is added the 
appearance of the Prince’s fiery wife—and then the thing becomes 
irresistible, the last act being the best of the three. Mr. Paul 
Arthur as the mock Prince; Mr. Lyndal as the real Prince; 
Mr. James Welch as the mock Prince number two; Mr. 
Fred Kaye as old Jannaway; Mr. Aubrey Boucicault as 
Pink; Mr. Dagnall as a lovelorn butler—all were admirable. 
The ladies are all adorable—trust Mr. George Edwards 
for that; Miss Sybil Carlisle is delicious; Miss Juliette 
Nesville (with song) is charming; Miss Miriam Clements is mag- 
nificient ; Miss Massey is very nice; and Miss Toby Claude is 
charming. I have not left myself with any adjectives to describe 
the beautiful scene. Yes, My Friend the Prince is a big success. 

GOSSAMER. 


Mr. Herbert Sleath has taken the Olympic Theatre, and will 
produce thereat the new nautical drama by Hobert Buchanan and 
Charles Marlowe, The Mariners of England, wherein Nelson is 
represented simply as the great naval hero; there will be no Lady 
Hamilton in the caste. An excellent company, including Messrs. 
W. L. Abingdon and Charles Glenny, has been engaged. The 
scenery is essentially marine, and includes ‘The Old Town of 
Deal and View of the Downs,” “ Fairlight Cove,’’ by moonlight, 
‘‘ Deck of the Victory, Trafalgar,” and ‘‘The Cockpit of the 
Victory ’’ upon the occasion of the death of Nelson. The play 
is announced for March 9th. 

To those individuals who are longing for the conventional and 
hirsutical adornments such as eyebrows, whiskers, and mous- 
tachios, and, as yet, have failed to entice those capillary en- 
hancements from beneath the cuticle, there is another specific 
which promises the advancement of their desires. This new hair 
producer, which is said to be the finest preparation of its kind in 


the world, is ‘‘ Ellaline.”’ 
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A DAMPER. 


thryer outside than unther the likes av this leaky old roof.” 


= : —e 
Heart and Hand. 


Sweet Celia! What of Celia? Dearest maid, 
In grace and beauty without counterpart, 
She peerless reigns; yet lacks a foriune’s aid. 

She has my heart. 


And Lesbia! What of Lesbia ? you shall hear. 
A shrew, on aught but lines of beauty planned, 
And far from young, yet worth ten thousand clear. 
She'll have my hand. 














His Reverence,—‘‘1'll just sthep in and take shelther out of the pourin’ rain under 
: your hospitable roof, Pat.”’ 
Pat.—** Sure, yer reverince, I'll advise ye to sthep out again—ye’ll foind it a dale 


stout.”’ 
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To the New Thalia. 


By an Otp “CoRINTHIAN.” 
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O, MUSE divine, when all things change, 
Shall change not come to Goddesses ? 
To higher heights we all must range, 
So Austin’s lays from Odysseys ! 
So you have left the sparkling jest, 
And, posing with the Zingari, 
You give us of your very best 
With wile of skirt and lingerie. 


You gaily trip from out the wings, 
Loud greeted by your votaries! 
Of Love and Wine Thalia sings 
And captures all the coteries. 
Though void of voice, you feebly hymn, 
Fame's Trumpet—now a penny one— 
Blows pans to the shapely limb ; 
And—what is Art to anyone ? 


To borrowed plumes a grace you lend, 
Though ’tis but mimic trickery! 

You imitate—as—say—a friend— 
Erato and Terpsichore. 

Your sparkling glances slay the stalls ; 
Your sallies suit the gallery ; 

Your “love ”’ songs fill the music halls ; 
Your kicking draws—your salary ! 


You dance, and graceful tricks you show’ 
The tricks that one expects to see ; 
And gilded youths, who’re in the know, 

Smile joyous smiles in ecstasy. 
With twirland twist, and twist and twirl, 
You spread your snare and capture us ; 
In spirit, all together whirl 
To strains of music rapturous. 


You kiss farewell, and all seems blank ; 
Poor Momus, mouthing platitudes, 
We hardly have the grace to thank 
For would-be funny attitudes. 
He smiles, he smirks, forlornly sings, 
And plaintively addresses us; 
But, now Thalia’s at the wings, 
His borrowed wit distresses us. 


What is it drags us to your feet ? 
Your humour’s but inanity ; 

Not Hebe’s pride itself could beat 
Thalia’s daring vanity ! 

Your songs are sad and badly sung: 
Your wit is oft vulgarity ; 

Your gestures are too freely flung ; 
Your ‘‘ culture” sheer barbarity ! 


All this we know; but round your shrine 
We gather, pupil, domine; 

For all your faults, you’re still divine, 
And sweeter than Melpomene! 

Act as you will, sing as you please ; 
Though all, we know, is vanity ; 

You still will find around your knees 
The salt of poor humanity. 





Cash Down. 


Mr. Jumper.— Will you marry me, 
darling? As you know, I am cashier in 
a large establishment.” 

Miss Punster.—‘* Well, bring a lot of 
cash ‘ere, and I'll consider the matter.”’ 





Putting It On. 


Jinker.— Puffer puts on a lot of ‘side,’ doesn’t he.” 
Winker.—“ Yes, especially outside; 


The Distinction. 
‘Arry.— What’s the meanin’ of scot free, Bill ?”’ 


Bill.—* Why, when one gets off as a fust claree misd’meanunt, 
while her pals get hard labour.” 
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Mind the Greece. 


Vast Russia felt her doom was nigh, 
And, trembling, looked askance 

To note the wild and boding eye 
And livid brow of France. 

The boldest Roman turned and sought 
Italia’s vine-grown bowers, 

His vaunted courage fell to nought 
When Greece defied the Powers. 


The German Emperor blenched with fear 
And crawled away to bed, 

He softly wailed, ‘‘ Oh dear, oh dear! ”’ 
And covered up his head. 

A torpent terror fell around 
Vienna’s haughty towers, 

The Austrians shuddered at each sound 
When Greece defied the Powers. 


3y outpost bugle-call alarmed, 
A palsy took the Turk, 

He faintly murmured as he armed 
‘‘ Why, this is gashly work.”’ 

The sick man seemed to know his death 
A matter was of hours, 

And thick and laboured grew his breath 
When Greece defied the Powers. 


Great Britain—spotless in her fame 
Resolved her fate to dare, 

So straight her bold militia came 
To hold Trafalgar Square ; 

And Europe marvels to this day 
To think such nerve was ours, 

To think that Britons stood at bay 
When Greece defied the Powers. 


The Serbs in Old Servia. 

THE Servians in the Turkish Empire, 
like their fellow subjects, the Protestants 
and Catholics, may be classed amongst 
the most industrious and peace-abiding 
races in the Turkish Empire. The Serb 
is very loyal towards the supreme 
authority of the Sultan, but he is also 
fond of individual liberty and freedom, 
and, in order to obtain this, he is ready 
to sacrifice his wealth, and even his 
life. 

The treatment of the Serbs in Old 
Servia, which is under Turkish rule, has 
become most unbearable, and the suffer- 
ings of the poor Servians at the hands of 
the Turkish authorities can only be com- 
pared to the days of the Inquisition, and 
it is high time that the attention of 
Europe should be directed to this state 





Young Lady. 
it’s just lovely.”’ 


The Last Straw. 


‘Oom Paul, repudiating certain remarks credited to him by the 
Daily Telegraph, says “he is not in the habit of making such 
bservations through such a channel.’’—Press. } 


Through such achannel! Ho, what next ? 
While Kruger pulls defiantly 
The Lion’s tail, that brute, unvexed, 
Still squirms and wriggles pliantly. 
His ‘‘ Ajax pose ’’ the Lion views, 
And smiles and chortles pleasantly ; 
But—Oom must mind his p’s ana q’s, 
Or he’!l repent it presently! 


Through such a channel! Ha, gadzooks! 
Much spurious eccentricity 











Of snubsome speech Britannia brooks 
From charming Dutch simplicity. 
But be it known that quite o’erthrown 

Her pale of toleration is, 
When spoken of in slighting tone 


Her “ largest circulation ”’ is 
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THE NOVEL. 
‘* I’ve brought back vour novel you lentme. I've read it, and think 


of affairs, which are an outrage against MT nmali ‘“ But c ott” 
, 4 . 4VU00CLi t. Cay 5 re Cl ; 
stcliiaatins Vovelist.—* But only half the leaves are cut 
lVillsation. (,00d gracious ! 


That youn er broth rnevercutl tlie rest of tie l¢ aves as Jee wa told. 


Next to Nothing. 


Blobbs.—“I hear you got on very badly when you were shooting 
down at the Duke’s place, old man.” 

Slobbs.—‘*O, I don’t know, I think I bagged about one out of 
every ten birds that were flushed.” 

Blobbs.—‘“‘1in 10? why that’s next to nothing.” 

(And Slobbs could never understand wiy the fellows all laughed.) 


Sunday Closing. 
CLOsE pubs on Sunday? How the notion shocks! 
Ah, if for fine distinctions you've a nice sense 
You will admit this pretty paradox 
That liberty is oft akin to license. 


A Momentous Question. 


Tae Concert of Europe is a powerful machine, but it is dreadfully 
cumbrous. Its powers of locomotion are but slight. Hence the 
question which we have to decide is this: shall we allow its wheels 
to be lubricated by Greece ’ 
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THE SERVANT QUESTION. 
Husband.—** Were you able to secure that cook whose character you went about yesterday, dear?” 
Wife.—"* Yes.” 
H.—“ How did you manage it ?"’ 
W.T mentioned that we lived close to the Chelsea Barracks, ard she promised to come there and then.” 





Indis-Crete. 


Dame Evropa (to Greece, with “ asides’ 
of doubt and admiration) :— 


Shall I have to prove my power ?— 
Oh, I trust that I shall not! 

Of the flock he is the flower, 
Best beloved of all the lot. 


Greece, you naughty little urchin, 
Come away this moment, Sir ! 

I shall have to bring my birch in 

Gracious goodness! Did you ever— If you do not quickly stir. 


’ 


Go away you wicked child, See, the Turkis getting vicious, Still I really ought to stop it — 
Bless his heart, though, ain’t he clever, And he’ll quickly come to blows ; Come away, Greece, come away ! 

Oh, he’ll really drive me wild. This is not the most auspicious Drop it, Greece, I tell you, drop it! 
Don't you hit your wicked brother ; Time to tread upon his toes. Now directly, Sir, I say! 

Don't you go and break the peace ; 
A FR open ig peeve en Greece, I say, Sir, don’t you hear me !— I shall either have to whip you, 

: Bless his noble little heart, Or allow that surly cur 

He's a nasty, lazy lubber, I shall never make him fear me— Toturn upon you, Greece, and trip you; 


And he’ll hurt you by and by, 
Or he'll come to me and blubber, 
Goodness gracious, how he'll cry! 
I am trying to reform him, 
And if I don't soon succeed, 
I shall really have to warm him, 
Yes, I really shall, indeed ! 


Little Greece, you stop that fooling ; 
Leave that naughty, wicked Turk, 

He shall have some heavy schooling, 
Don't you make a piece of work. 

Little Greece, now, mother’s speaking, 
Come away, you naughty child, 

For a moment peace she’s seeking, 


Thinks he’s taking mother’s part !— Which would you, my child, prefer? 
Come away, Greece, there’s a beauty— | There, there, stop it altogether, 
Lor! he ain't a bit afraid— Be your mother’s pretty boy, 
Come, I'll make him do his duty Ere she has to wonder whether 
Better than with Greece’s aid. Sterner means she must employ. 


Gracious goodness, did you ever— 
Go away you wicked child— 

Come along, for mother’s waiting, Bless his heart, though, ain’t he clever— 
Don’t you keep her waiting, dear ! But he'll really drive me wild. 

He shall ‘‘ have it ’’—don’t you worry ; Don’t you hit your wicked brother, 
Come along, my pretty lamb. Don’t you go and break the peace ! 

Come, Greece, you had better hurry, Angry passions you should smother 


Come, now, don’t be irritating ! 
I will scold him, never fear, 





Don’t vee a6 all delve hee WL. Or you'll know, Sir, who I am! Come to mother, Little Greece ! 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 70.) 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Hurried off to King’s Lynn first thing to assist 
and attend upon the Princess of Wales on her visit to the Trades 
and Industrial Exhibition in aid of the local hospital. Pretty 
show, and pretty to see the kindness and popularity of the Princess. 
From there to Agricultural Hall, and saw Cruft’s Dog Show— 
rather more than 3,000 dogs. Dogs seemed to be enjoying them- 
elves—barked a good deal—the motto seeming to be, “‘ Let us be 
yappy together.” Off then to the private view of the Nansen 
Exhibition at the St. George's Gallery. Awful crush; nearly 
smothered. Shall go again when I can get a chance of seeing 
things. Came away soon, as I was due to help the Duchess of 
Connaught visit the School for Girls and Infants at Thrawl Street, 
Spitalfields. Children all very nice and well behaved, but fancy 
uch @ school with a fit of mischief in it! Fancy all the girls 
insubordinate and all the infants howling ! 


POSSIBILITIES. 


With hands and faces nice and clean 
And mischief all inactive, 

The Thrawl Street scholar may have been 
Sufficiently attractive ; 

gut with the girls despising thra(w)l, 
And all the infants squalling, 

There'd be a scene you couldn’t call 
Convincingly enthra(w)lling ! 


Dined with the Authors’ Society, after seeing Mr. and Mrs. 
Nansen safe to dine with Mr. and Mrs. Stanley; afterwards to the 
Duchess of Devonshire’s reception, then to bed after a busy day. 

Thursday.—Took it easy to-day, after yesterday’s rush. Just 
escorted Mr. and Mrs. Nansen to Edinburgh, and got back in time 
to dine with Mr. Bayard at the Royal Society’s Club in the 
evening. 


Fridcy.—Went, according to appointment made on previous 
evening, with Mr. Bayard to Harrow School, where he harrow- 
angued the boys in a capital speech, whereat they were delighted, 
and cheered much. Spent rest of time in Old Bond Street Gallery. 


Saturday.—Had a very pleasant hour or so in the Dudley Gallery 
—nice pictures, a little studio-ified (if you understand me ?), but 
some good stuff, also some promising stuff. Called on Sir A. Milner 
and congratulated him, then on to the Mansion House, to lunch 
with National Society of French Professors in England, at the 
desire of the Lord Mayor. Hada nice lunch. Looked in later 
on at the Birkbeck conversazione in Bream’s Buildings. 

Monday.—Turned out very early this morning and made off to 
Osborne to escort Her Most Gracious to Windsor Castle. Having 
seen her comfortably settled (along with the Princess Battenberg), 
rushed off to give a word of remonstrance to the Greeks, who seem 
to be a bit restless over the way things are going in Crete. They 
said they are not going to have any Armenian business with their 
connections. I said they must leave that to the Concert of 
Europe. They said a lot of good the Concert did for the 
Armenians. I told them not to talk nonsense and not to be silly, 
but to be good and let the dear little Turks have their own way. 
But they were obstinate, and I had to get quite cross with them. 


EMPHATIC LANGUAGE. 


I told the Greeks (and brought to bear 
The strongest language useable), 
The stand they take in this affair 
Is wholly inexcusable ; 
I told them straight if they persist, 
We ‘ Powers " will have a shy at them, 
And then I wrung each Grecian fist, 
And winked the other eye at them. 


Tuesday.—My words of remonstrance have evidently gone 
home—the Greeks have taken Aghia! This morning I attended the 
ceremony of reopening the church of S. Saviour’s, Southwark; 
the archbishop, many bishops, and the Prince of Wales 
accompanied me, Afterwards ran over to Cannes to have a go at 
the battle of flowers; great success, lovely weather, splendid waste 
of lovely flowers. Back to the waifs and strays’ bazaar at the Kensing- 
ton Town Hall. Looked in at the vounty court and heard a judge 
very severe upon a solicitor who used the terms “ turned up” and 
‘handicaps me.” Judge didn’t know what he meant, of course. 
(Judges always give themselves away so; most people would keep 
their ignorance dark.) Such a pity they don’t read more—English 
literature abounds in such expressions now-a-days. 


WANT OF JUDGMENT. 


The judge on the solicitor 
Came down, with dreadful banginess, 
For using flights of metaphor 
Colloquial to slanginess ; 
For such excessive pedantry 
His Honour ought to slap himself— 
For when such terms “ turn up,”’ you see, 
He tends to ‘“‘ handicap” himself. 


Finished the week (by week) by running over to the Isle of Man 


and opening the House of Keys. 
THE SPOTTER. 


Heavy. 


Mrs. Nocook.—‘‘Isn’t it wonderful that Sandow can carry such 
enormous weights about with him?” 
Mr. Nocook.—‘‘ Not a bit of it! I can carry two inches of your 


cake about inside me! 


Expensive. 


Mrs. Snap.— There is another change in the fashion of hats, 
Alfred.” ; 

Mr. Snap (qrowlingly).—“ Yes, fashions are all change; anyway, 
they take all mine!”’ 





FEMININE, VERY ! 


‘This horrid paper says I married Jack for his money! ”’ 
“Well, don’t contradict it, unless you want him to be taken for 


a fool." 
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the Queen’s name. 
send ’em one.” 












1. Shade of Lord Nelson (to 
dear sir, but was I ever as tall as you represent me, and did I ever make 
love in that way?” 
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Good old Lloyds’! 





A lemonade bottle 





friends 


8. The proprietors of Lloyds’ intend collecting one million pennies in 
Little Boy.—‘‘ I'll do wivout my penn’orth of toffey, and 
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4. Inebriated Workman. 


Mra. Saliahury (Imperial Houackerper), 


my ‘T urke 










2. Grocers who deal in wines and spirits will do well to hang up in their 


well-known Biblical 
to trap victil 


xt, to be read by excise officers when 
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—* That Sunday Closing of Pubs Bill is chucked 
Blow me, Ij] stand yer another pint ter celebrate the event!" 
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“Ary the shops in Canea are 
closed t that of a Mussulman 
coffin-maker.”” There’s something sar- 
donic about the brevity of that telegram 
from|Crete. 


x x * 


The Greek message to the Christian 
Cretans is, ‘“‘ Listen, for we Canea.”’ 


ae x * 
But, for once in a way, not being 
enemic Armenians, the Christians in 
Crete are sticking like limpets to the 
Cretan “‘ Mussul "mans. 











The new Manx House of Keys met last week, and a Bill was 
romised to legalise marriage with a deceased wife’s sister. If the 
anx Parliament goes on making marriage so easy, we shall call it 
the House of Latch Keys. But this utilitarian spirit will knock al! 
the roManx out of Hall Caine’s island. 
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“PUN” LYRICS. (No, 62.) 
Tue Wipow, 


I can’t see for the tears quickly falling, 
And my hand is trembling so ; 

I am trying to fasten your belt, dear, 
And I know that you must go; 

You are anxious—the minutes are flying— 
And, of course, it’s only right: 

And the mothers they cannot be thought of, 
When the sons are called to fight. 


Oh, my darling, you see I am brave now, 
The last button’s fastened, dear, 

And I’m looking at you, oh, so proudly, 
Though the parting is so near; 

Let me hold you quite close to me, darling, 
Lay your head upon my breast, 

Just as when, my own little laddie, 
You would come to me and rest. 


And each night I shall think of my laddie, 
Who is far across the sea, 

And ask God in His infinite mercy 
To bring him safe back to me— 

He will listen, for I’m alone, dear, 
He'll not take my only one— 

And I think He'll be kind to a mother 
Who asks Him to guard her son. 


TT tt ett 


Forgive me, my own, oh, my darling, 
For my tears are on your hair, 

You must kiss me, and leave me alone, “ear, 
Alone with my great despair ; 

You'll look back till you see me no longer, 
And you'll wave a kiss to me— 

I’m not crying, I’m laughing so bravely * * * 

Oh, dear God !—give him back to me. 


— 
| 








Reunion ! 


[The“reunion of the various opposing sections of the Irish party 


is again[talked of.— Weekly Paper.] 


It’s coming, as sure as @ gun ; 

The long-looked-for land is now sighted : 
The Anti-Parnellite 
And the hostile Redmondite 

Will in peaceful bonds be united, 

In most peaceful bonds be united ! 


O, Peace, what a blessing thou art! 
No longer will honest Jobn Dillon 
Have to bear the satire grim 
Of his “‘ trusty henchman,” Tim, 
Or be told to his face he’s a villain, 
A sorry, incapable villain ! 


What blending of forces opposed ! 

What shedding of tears, what embraces ! 
There'll be salves for ancient sores, 
And the wiping out of scores, 

And a sweet look of joy on their faces, 

Their happy Hibernian faces! 


8o let it go forth to the world, 

Tay Pay shall announce it right gaily— 
How the Irish did decide 
To let all dissensions slide, 

And to bury the good old shillelagh, 

That stunning good thing, the shillelagh ! 


, [And let’s hope he won’t have to contradict it in his next 
ssue. | 











Nothing New under the Sun. 


Grandson.— Another new woman’s club is going to be started. 
What do you think of these new-fangled ideas, Grandfather ?”’ 
Grandfather.—“ It isn’t a new idea, my boy, far from it. They 


had ’em in my day—aye, and used ’em, too—but they used to call 
"em coppersticks then.” 











THE large picture, painted by the late Mr. Samuel Bird, of Mr. 
Gladstone standing on the terrace of the National Liberal Club 
and looking towards the Houses of Parliament, together with about 
30 other oil paintings by Mr. Bird, will be on exhibition at The 
Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, until the 27th inst. 















PROMOTE DIGESTION. 


Supplied to the Queen avd Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining “ HOVIS,” or if what is 
supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 


(the cost of which will be defraayed) to 
8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


for their own profit. BEWARE! 


“* Hovis” is stamped “‘ Hovis.” 


of 34lbs. and 7Ibs. 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “‘ Hovis” do 80 
Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 
Apply to your Grocer for “ Hovis’ Flour for Home use, packed in bags 
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“FUN ALMANAC’ 
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FUN. : 











The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn ‘orth, con- 
taining some very humorous = and its comic calendar cause 
a hearty laugh.— Dover City C te 


many 
Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: “ “Can yon tell me where that line goes to, my 


FOF 18977. po Alleged mtd rata ped they keeps it there to run trains on! ”"—The 
= Price Twopence; Post Free, 2}d., Fua Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better than ever. The 
—= pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and t neat, crisp, and 

re) . John r’s two-page cartoon—* a t 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 23d. TO “ FUN’ OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Fun’s Calendar fur 1897 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow 
Evening News. 


Fun Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1897 i 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead 
of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as “‘ Jan. Ist, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday, Fun 
day of publication”’; “‘ Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 
known as master pieces, 1896”; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896 ” ; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 
letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. 

Lots or Fun.—Fun Almanac provides us with twenty pages of mirth for 
twopence. It is bright throughout, and has a freshness about it that is very 
welcome.—The Newsagent. 


The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to 
hand. The illustrations this year are particularly good. Thecartoon is entitled 


“ Political Tobogganing,” and represents Lard Salisbury’s toboggan, under the Fun Almanac for 1897, a mirthful budget for 24.—Reynolds. “4 
guidance of John Bull, progressing favourably, while all the other toboggans 6 * 
seem to meet with a surprising number ofobstacles. Oneofthe best illustrated Fun Almanac for 1897, “containing a variety of useless and unreliable ot 


absurdities is ‘The woman with a past.” The “Funny Calendar” is very 
clever.—Spalding Guardian. 




















to be framed by everv purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is 
atthe hour. John Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, hol the 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” ae a+ straight in front with a 
contented face, leaning over the seated Lord mente oa wrong 
about his beard), skilfully steering the little “Er France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Mcrie 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and exci 

to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful cropper; while on che rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up again, having just 
enjoyed his grand slide.— Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good tw»-page cartoon, entitled “ Political Toboganing.” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone ; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 
but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is full of clever satire and amusing pictures. The 
“Snap Shots” are a new feature this year, but the idea is so good and so well 
worked out that more may be expected to follow in future numbers. The 
cartoon, “ Political Tobogganing,” ingeniously hits off the home and foreign 
political situation.—Northern Ensign. 


information,” to quote its own words. has just been issued. The 18 pages are 
filled with jokes and pictures in Mr. Fun's best style.—Cheltenham Free Press, 

















A Liberal Diet. 


A LaDy, who appears to have from time to time dined or lunched 
not wisely, and certainly not too well, has just been surgically re- 
lieved (says the Lancet) of a variety of inedible substances in- 
judiciously received into her interior economy. Among the bonnes 
bouches aforesaid were a key, a silver teaspoon, with which 
in her mouth it is to be presumed she was born, a 
metal teaspoon, a fork, some tin tacks, a tenpenny 
nail, some hairpins, sewing needles, pieces of glass, sundry 
buttons, a window hook, a shoe-horn, some steel pens, a 
piece of blacklead, lumps of tin, a gilt Jubilee sixpence, a cake of 
blacking, ditto of monkey soap, a nutmeg grater, one crochet-hook, 
and a few other dainties of the like unassimilative character. ‘‘ The 
patient,” we are further told, ‘‘ made a good recovery,” and is now, 
we suppose, free to go on again with a similar course of dietetics. 
Various conjectures are rife as to what this omnivorous ostrich-like 
female will next proceed to swallow. 

Some persons have suggested tempting her with President 
Kruger’s demand for one million indemnity, while others have 
opined that possibly she will greedily take in the Sultan’s latest 
Ultimatum, whatever that may be. The best idea, however, to 
hand seems to be to keep the good creature on short commons 
until the silly season, and then turn her loose to revel upon the 
canards, and the maunderings of newspaper correspondents then 





The Pig. 
By Master “ Fun.” 


THE pig is a useful animal, for it eats up everything that no other 
animal will touch, and then asks for more. No one has a good 
word to say for the pig when it is alive, and yet nearly everyone loves 
roast pork. Is it not ungrateful? Jews won't eat pork, but I dare 
say & pig would eat a Jew if it got the chance, for, as I have just 
stated, pigs are not particular as to diet. Iam not running down 
all Jews, only the * Old Clo’”’ and “ shixty per shent ’’ shentlemen, 
mine tear! 

Fried eggs and bacon are very nice. If a pig laid eggs it would 
be more valuable; to get cage and bacon from the same animal 
would be delightful. The pig is a dirty creature, it washes itself 
in mud, and “isn’t happy till it gets it.” The Irish are very fond 
of the pig; they take it to bed with them, and treat it like a 
gentleman; but the pig is not a nice animal to sleep with, for it 
wears a thick smell, summer and winter, and doesn’t undress when 
it retires for the night. 

Fat bacon is cheaper than lean bacon, and yet fat pigs are dearer 
than lean pigs. That puzzles me. I'll ask pa. They say that 
human beings taste like pork. I have never seen a human being 
look nice enough for me to want to taste, but perhaps I may when 
I grow old and foolish, and fall in love. There is no telling what 
the future may bring forth; we can’t see into the future, and we 
don’t want to see into the past, and most of us would like to get 
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flying about, and perh decent folks the nauseous task of 
a ohgieting tae taetien,. " Feantiie he Seteek ta the society out of the present. It’s a funny world; I can’t make it out. I'll 
papers from day to day might afford her an excellent training diet. ask pa. 
is 
¥ wry —— RSTABLISHED 1004. 
‘Delicious and Nutritious. | 9 N 9 
; NeedcnaMms 
| BiRnp's Cadbury’ Needham 
a D | eoe0a © | Polishing 
; CUSTAR | | “ d Invigorating to the | <p Paste. 
| POWDER || “Refreshing and Invigorating : i . 


Copper fin, Britannia 
Pictinelds be” Gold everywhere 


Soie Manufacturers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


st. George's Hous . Eeetoheer 


_ Jf | Rabances the acceptability of every || Jaded mind and body; delicious to the 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. - 
- and absolutely unadulterated. 
“ EGGS ! Ne TROUBLE ? NO RISK! —_ pier BeocrTror 


NO ALKALIES USED 
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PRIZE COMPETITION. 














VE POUNDS IN MONEY PRIZES! 





What you have got to do for it. 


neon otiot oto —_— 





Make up a sentence from each of the undermentioned half-dozen sets 


of letters, which respectively constitute a passage selected from well- 


known authors. 


The first five Ladies or Gentlemen who send in all the selected passages 


will each be awarded a prize of twenty shillings. 


will 


Partly correct solutions 


receive recognition pro rata, to the extent of the balance, if any, 


remaining after the successful Competitors have been paid. 


THE SETS OF LETTERS TO BE MADE INTO SENTENCES :— 





1. raben moy of evin aif. 

2. mad kate newe hof no funo. 

8, gasy simerth nody alsare. 

4. huge tater robin jay fives yoofa. 

5. thrave nodeseth utes nebefbriaeyr. 

6. lithotweghtnothingswheechiersatessawndnlesbt. 
Answers (postage prepaid) should be addressed to, and must reach the, , 


EDITOR OF “FUN,” 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, EQC., 


not later than the evening of the 2nd March, 1897. 





The upper portion of the Title Page, containing the number of the 


present issue, must accompany the answers. 

































